674	A MODERN COMEDY
The words of a comic ditty, sung by a clergyman, in his
boyhood, kept up a tattoo within him :
" I see Jerusalem and Madagascar,
And North and South Amerikce. . . ."
Yes! Indeed! His affairs were in apple-pie order,
luckily ! There was nothing to do, in Timothy's or Wini-
fred's Trusts—the only two he had on his hands now;
but how things would get on without him, he couldn't tell.
As to Annette ! She wouldn't be sorry, he supposed.
There was no one else to care, except Winifred, a little.
It was, rather, the intangible presence of England that
troubled him, about to forsake her for months on end! Still,
the cliffs of Dover would be standing, he supposed, and
the river still running past his lawn, when he came back,
if he ever came back ! You picked up all sorts of things
out there—microbes, insects, snakes—never knew what
you'd run into ! Pretty business, steering Fleur clear of
all that. And the sightseeing he would have to do ! For
she wouldn't miss anything! Trust her! Going round
among a lot of people with their mouths opckn—he couldn't
stand that; but he would have to ! H'm ! A relief when
that young fellow could join them. And yet—to have
her to himself; he hadn't, for a long time now. But she
would pick up with everybody, of course. He would have
to make himself agreeable to Tom, Dick, and Harry. A
look at Egypt, then to India, and across to China and
Japan, and back through that great sprawling America—
God's own country, didn't they call it! She had it all
mapped out. Thank goodness, no question of Russia I
She hadn't even proposed that—it was all to pieces now,
they said ! Communism ! Who knew what would happen
at home before they got back f It seemed to Soamcs as if

